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ile Flatt'ry ſtains the venal Poet's 


Page, 


And dull Proſęe. Politics hide private 
Rage, . | | 121 b 
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The Muſe to Tou directs her freer Pen, PE 
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Patron of Poetry, and Judge of Men. 
To pleaſe the Great is Glory and if eroſt, 


'Tis but Ambition in the ſoaring loſt. 
Thee, Letter'd Peer, when firſt thy Athens keld, 
The Mu ſe with Wonder, and with Joy beheld, 
A A 2 : And 


£ 0 . the markidtþy dawn of Moming vg, 
* aue prophecy'd the Noon da Liabe: 1 


For rho” mean Stars uncertain Courſes run, 
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| vera none can n doubt the Progreſs of the Sun. 
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ö Hail happy Cant ! * Groves moreglady grow! | 


Thy fruitful Ra with A abundance flow, 


Uncommon Rev'rence may thy Manſions claim! 


Since bleſs and hallow'd by NEWCASTLE's 


Name. 


Thus once of old the Poplar was rever'd, 


Where Socrates pronounc d, and Plato heard. 
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How bright ſhines Honour when the Weaxer came 


Thro Learning Gates to reach the * of 


F. ame. 


He woo'd the Muſe e er yet her Patron grown, 


| Her Darling firſt, then Guardian of her Throne. 
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The happy fland, of c the Golden Shape 7 
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Thro Danger 


well may the Living thy protection here, 
That frerches ro the Dead aFather 8 Care; ; 
"Makes his oon ' Bough the Pocr 8 Aſhes Skreen, 
Elude the F ates, and bid his Urn look n, 
O Dryden ! (if our After-Thanks diſplay” 4d, 


Give Joy, or Triumph to the looſen'd oke'd Shade) | 


Smile on the pious Office, and inſpire | 


A Genius like thy own ro ftrike the Lyre. 
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But! reavſgreſs——the glorious Deed is done 


Coxcreve to ſuch a Sire the Lineal Sen, 0 
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(Like next Relations in the Roman Days) 
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Has fir d the Pile, and ſpread theFun'ral Blaze. 
That Debt of Friendſhip, and of Honour too, 


18 — paid, by being paid to 7on. 


Farce heir Way, here! F ight, 
1 
Ten hold rhe Province in the Rojal Right. « 
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Whom your indulgent Smiles have not approv d? 


Is any worthy of Apollos Ear, 


Whom his Vi N has reſus d to hear? 


2. ou fat to Our, when be bis Patriot drew, 


And c I Spiri caught nc new 'Fi ire from You. 
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| F orgive great S hades! che Tribute that bring, 
= | By you directed to the Muſes King. 

O! had Vou liv d to fann the kindled Rage, 

| Een 1 che leaſt, the loweſt of the Stage, 

| 1 To your own* bar rite Theme the Lyre had ſtrung, 


| And great Plantagenet rriumphant ſung, -. | 


Firſt ef bis Lines, 8 which mighty in extent, 
* does forth i in o George, and righrens by deſcent. 


a 4 Mhject recommended. to ths Author for a Tragedy, by the 
late Mr. Addiſon.  * + 
b Richard che Firſt 


„ Then 


be 


DEDICATION. 


7 Then had you heard the Poet-Monarch's Strains, 


And view'd your Garter firſt on Zewry's Plains, 


Mean time, My Lord, receive theſe humble 
Lays, 
Which Pardon crave, but dare not hope for Praiſe; 
Happy their Fortune, if by Ton they ſpread, 
The beſt Names Living, and the Greateſt Dead. 
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COLE Impartial Arbiter of Bliſs, or Woe 


From thee in vain with haſty ſpeed we run, 
We carry with us Whey our Flight would ſhun. 
Thee, the proud Victor, midſt his Triumphs hears, 
Without elated, butt reli he fears, 


Tho Murmurs break from his applauding Croud, 


Thy Voice is gentle —— bur it ſpeaks as loud, 
3 N B Thy 


CONSCIENCE. 


SCIENCE, thou home-felt Friend, + 
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'Thy ſecret Whiſper checks his mounting Pride, 


Externals vail thee, yet they cannot hide. 


Unſeen Companion of our Daylight Schemes, 


Secret Awakener of our Midnight Dreams, 5 


In vain-the warbling Lyre, or flowing Bowl, 


Defy thy Force, and would thy Powers controulz 


You enter ſilent with a careful Wing, 


And pall the Draught, and figh upon the String. 


aul, with Vanity of Wit undone 
Set thee at difance —— and cry out be gone: | 


an interval of Mirth ſucceeds, 


Deep in the Heart increaſing Folly breeds ; 


Till ſome new ſtroke the giddy Mind alarms, 


And Fear returning gives thee double Arms. 


Then ye fad Sons of Shame and Sorrow tell 


How deep the Torture, and how fierce the Hell! 


A Hell, 


n 
A Hell, that does like ſtarts of Madneſs ſhow, 
But different in the Pain — theſe Wretches know — 
Like one ſurrounded with a Ring of Swords, 
Where Fate 5 Paſſage for the Limbs affords; 
He fears them al, from all be fearing bounds, | 
And ty proves variety of Wounds. 
Such are the ſtings that angry Conſcience darts, 


So preſſes every way the guilty Hearts. 


But O! Thou art not always thus ſweet Gueſt, 


Thou canſt as well compoſe the troubled Breaſt. 
When Mao revidues himſelf with thought ſincere, 
And ſees his Actione fair, his Boſom clear; 

No unrepented trace of Sin behind, 

To taint and rankle in the feſter'd Mind, 

The Soul well-pleas'd, its own fair Picture loves, 


And Conſcience ratifies, what Heaven approves. 
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Then Peace is ſown within, the pregnant Seed. 


| 5 Quickens with active Life, and Bleſſings breed, 
T = The Face with ſocial Humour ſhines, rhe Eye 
Tarts Joy, the Hand is ready to ſupply, 


before we Die. 


And Heaven is half obtain'd 
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We bleſs thy Chains, abhor our Liberty 


And quit the unconteſted Field to Thee. 
Whether we raſh or calm Deſigns purſue, 
N Thine is the ſoft Temptation ſill in view z 
For 


i For thee we ſearch the wide Creation round, 1 
N But thou art no where in perfection found; 
| Some Blemiſh {till remains on mortal Pride, F 
| And crowding Years its airy Boaſts deride. 1 
| | Triumphant Beauty fits in Flavia's Eyes, 
| But while we gaze the trembling Luſtre dies: 
[ b Thyrfis compleatly form'd with every Grace, ' 
| A faultleſs Shape, and an enchanting Face, 
| | In all his Motions each becoming Air, 
1 | Greatneſs, and native Elegance appear, | 
| g Careleſs and free, in Life's deluding Bloom, = | 
| But envious Death threatens a haſty Doom; 5 f : : 
| ; Some gentle Miſtreſs full of Love and Truth, | 
| Shall ſoon 3 the dear unrival'd Youth. 


6 Thou lovely, flattering, tranſitory Thing, 


« From what immenſe Perfection doſt thou ſpring? || 


To 


2 


| 2 
$2: 

T o what compleat Original return, 
While we thy vain Appearance only mourn ? 
Howe'er our douting Thoughts miſtake the way 

| To certain Bliſs, thine is a friendly Ray, 
That points the Paſſage to unblemiſh'd Day. 
Ye heavenly Forms in all your Pride appear, Y « 
* ſhew us what immortal Beauties hs 
What Life, what roſy Bloom your Faces wear! 
Put on cach ſmiling Grace, and conquering Charm, 
And all the force of mortal Love diſarm 
For ſtill our reſtleſs Thoughts take glorious Aim. 
Howe'er ſeduc'd by theſe inferior Flames, 
The leading Paſſion, the ſupreme Deſire, 


To things Divine and Infinite aſpire. 


Eternal Excellence, *tis. only thee 


We ſearch through Nature's bright Variety; 


Our 
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689 
Our eager Wiſhes with impetuous Force, 
To thee unknown, keep on their reſtleſs Courſe; 


Tis thee we ſeek and love, for thee we pine, 


The powerful Charm, the ſoft Attractions thine ; 


To thee, theſe Sighs, theſe tender Vows aſcend, 
Th' unſeen Divinity we ſtill intends 
Sick of theſe fading Toys our Thoughts preſs on 


To Joys untaſted, Excellence unknown. 


Thou great Original of all that's fair, 
Whoſe Glories no Similitude can bear; 


Before the darting Splendor of thy Eyes, 
The Pride of all created Beauty dies. 
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' Notions ſublime! which aa Wit in vain 


Files wil wat — F oP md. ; 
From ſome Ft Partern Buavrr muſt procetd; 


Tis  influice un, boundleſs Scheme, 


And coexiſtent with the Mind Supreme. 


From that Original this loyely 1 Frame 


Of low, ſubordinate Perfection came. 


Bold reich of Wit! but yer what Tongue ſhall ſay, 


T hat the High FFI: in; himſelf ſaw Clay z 


That Purity: es rellecting drew 


The Flower that fades, the lickly en we view? 3 
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"That Saints, al Chloes were together lad 


In his mix'd Plan, who the Creation weigh d? 


And yet the Schools, and all che learned Tribe f 
To Plato wich Charch-Gmidenc ſubſcribe. 
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Dream on, ye Sophifts, I had rather loſe 
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You cry, reſolve me, —— or my Schemeavow, 


That Beauty's there, my Thoughts with yours allow, 
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But whiſper Human Science knows not how. | 
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Then lower tune the tenor of che Song, 
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And ſee what Charms to human Forms belong. 


Tell me what Geſture is, what Air, what Grace, 


Are they diffus'd, or are confind to Place. 


When Delia lm, reclin'd in penſive Mood, 
Why doſt thou ſwell, my Heart, why throb, my Blood? 
Yet when ſhe riſes, all theſe Motions ceaſe, 
And Rebel Nature lies compos'd in Prince: "7 


When bold Thalefiris ſets the mettled Steed, 
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And paſſing cuts the Sight with wingy ſpeed, 
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wo dance my Eyerbally and purſue her fill, 
rio, I curgg abe Cloud, or envious Hill. 
Vet wich indifference I behold her mov'd £7 


d * 
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In the gay Coach, and wonder how I low d. 


Celia docs all things with a graceful Eaſe, 
Yet in Myriills all theſe things diſpleaſe. 


li Theſe Eyes ne'er ſaw thee, Sylvia, yet I find 
| I could behold thee till theſe Eyes grew blind 1 
| | 2 touch'd with Sympathy unfelt before, 

i Long to be near, and-languiſh to adore: . 


Like Zealots, who their Heav'n in Fancy paint, 


I form, and worthip, low my abſent Saint. 
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Appear, Fair, Augel, ſtand reveal'd to Sight, . 
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All cloath'd in: Glory of thy native white; 


What tho' too fierce the Flame, too ſtrong the Fire, 


I'll look 
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—and dare like Semele expire. 


AN 


Imperfe& Copy of VERS Es, 
| Occaſioned by ſeeing the - ; 
Funeral of Mr. ADDISON 

In Weſtminſter- Abbey. 
E facred Seats! ye venerable Urns ! 


W here Guilded Royalty to Duſt returns, 


Where Bards, who promis'd everlaſting 


Breath, | 

Mock their own Boaſt, and meet their Kings in Death: 
e, Receive the Debt your cruel Manſions crave, 

As great, as Nature ever paid the Grave. 
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e ! rejoice thy greedy Womb! 
Be proud, 0 Death: / and triumph 0 er the Tomb! ! 
This was A a Conqueſt — — Ata ſingle Spoil | ö 
m er r half che Learning of our Ne. 
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In Fields of Battle where the Sword waſtes wide, 


And You oer Ruin heap'd in Triumph ride; 


Sedate the thinking Mind the Fate ſurveys, / 


of. Creatures form'd to laſt but half our Days — 
And often feels a deeper Loſs in one, 


Mourning a Plato, or an Addiſon. 


Great Bard ! what various Though dude my 
Head, — 
When I beheld thee number'd with the Dead? 
Diſtinguiſh'd only by a decent Care, 
To ſay — what late Immortal Gueſt lodg d — there. 


But by 4s Vires err wsd, as 2 4 
40 Suech Po” r the Aſhes of the Virtuous Cre, : 
4 To thoor a ſecrer Influence from the Grave F 


8 Their Tombs are Lectures, and diſcharge the Truſt 
” Of. X living 23 ra from _ Duſt. - 
; jt 


115 37) IVE: 3 
Recover'd thus; I view d around me ſpread 
The ene l and the mirrea Fend ; \ 

Kings more than dead, as ſeeming to accuſe, 
Thy Fate, and want of e recording Muſe. 
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S. a 
o, brigbi. Britiſh Fair, ꝛhom ſhe defends, 


Smile, while ſhe makes old Chaucer 
plead Jour Cauſe ; 
It is no Crime to give the Dead Applauſe, 


RPR ²˙· ˙ n K wt as wa; 


Had Strength, and Vigour, and an Engliſh Face, 
Scorn' d the Defign of Nature's Gifts to ſpoil, © © 
Aud dal bbs IG Perſon by © Style: WR 


7 | 
For never Man, nor even Wemun ur e ee 5 
Made lud Cunſiruhions on a buried Wit. 
1. Graves and Tomibſrones don't offend yet Ears, 

He has been Provided —=— full three hündhed Years 3 
And now returns to ſhame this graceleſs Age, 

Who Libel Woman from the Preſs, and Stage 5 
Fools, with ill Faces, and ill Manners too, 

ho wild and rough lite ancient Satyrs Woboe; 

And when they by their Fate, or "Folly fail, 

Fly to the Loſer's Privilege, As Rail. © 


Our Bard, aubo if from Picture we may trace, 
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He knew, whate'er might be his ſecret Thoughts, 9 
The Sex too ell, to tell them half their Faults, 


2 . a: Not 


(8) 
Not that he flatter'd them, and gave Pretence 
To thoſe he courted, to ſuſpe his Senſe. 


Women to thoſe an equal Scorn have ſhown, 


lo grant them all Things, or allow them none. 

| Fence Fops, whom Nature made to grin, and give, 
| Tue Sexes Bubbles, and Aver ſion live; 

| 4 | And Wits of nicer parts with Over- Care, 


Fi Seeking a Perfect One, leſe all the Fair. 


| Chaucer, 200 ſbuns the Folly of Extremes, 
With Mit and Truth records theſe common Themes; : 
Not wholly to the Fair devotes his Pen, 
7 But wiſely turns the Satyr on the Men 
Their Arts, their Stratagems at large diſplays, 
Aud telling them, gives Women ſilent Praiſe. 
He nor too much extols the Sex, nor blames, - 


(For ſurely there have been ſome guilty Dames) 


But 


(90 


Bui gilds their Weakneſs with an artful Touch, 


For fulſom Panegyrick is too much. 

See! how he pities where he can't defend, | 

The granting Miſtreſs, and deceitful Friend : 
Alas! He 8 the Torrent of Deſire, 

When the Nerves „ and the Eyes ſhake Fire. 


But I offend —— let Chaucer's Muſe adviſe ; 
The Nymph is ſafe who on the Bard relies 
For in the mighty Calendar of Love, 
Many are Confellon, Few Martyrs prove. 
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Hs Poem is generally admired by thoſe 
© who can taſte it in the obſolete Language 
of the Author, which inclin'd me to be- 
lieve it would not be unpleaſing in a Mo- 
dern Dreſs, the Subject being adapted to all Times, 
Humours, and almoſt every Stage of Life. The Paſ- 
ſion of Love, the Conduct of young Lovers, and the 


Reflections of old ones, the Variety of Characters 


and Manners that Tyrant either impoſes on us to 


make us ridiculous, or inſtructs: us to act well in or- 


der to become 'agreeable, have been, are, and will 
continue to be the ſame to the End of Time. Lan- 


guage indeed, ande the Forms of Addreſs may alter, 


but Nature cannot, She is never out of Faſhion. 
If we wanted a Proof of this, we might find one 


in the following Piece; where we may ſee that our 


Anceſtors play'd the ſame Game over before us 


which we are now playing, and our Children will 
a 6, EF oa 
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ears ago as they are at preſent; Lyes and Oath were 
then as Staple a Commodity in Love's Merchandiſe as 
now, and, the mutual Recriminations 'of the Sexes 
o a Tittle as many and as true in the Days we call 


he imple and the Kerchief covered as much Diſ- 
ſimulation, as the Lace- Head and the Must. Chaucer 
knew the State of the Caſe between the Sexes as 
well as the beit Poets of any Age, and in this Piece 
as plainly ſhewn what a Maſter he was of Human 


Nature: He has exhibited a Bill of Complaints ac 


ength, and by forming and anſwering the Objections 


s both Plaintiff and Defendant, and by his Favour to 


he Female Side a Judge too, and a Determiner of 
he Cauſe. i 

From the Suppoſition of a Proclamation or Cir- 
ular Letter from Cupid the God of Love to all his 
Subjects, he unravels the whole Myttery of that 
Paſon, treads the Maze of Courtſhip and Addreſs, 
everely rallies the Infirmities of both Sexes,' and tells 
great deal of Truth under the Air of a Fiction. 

he Poet is not always juſt to his Deſign, for he 
omerimes ſpeaks himſelf, and ſometimes Cupid; and 

hat is more ſtrange, he has mixed Fable and 
ruth, Heathen and Chriſtian Stories indiſcriminate- 
together; but that {it a Fault) has been followed 
dy great Genius's ſince our Author, without the 
ame Excuſe. 

I muſt not diſſemble that in ſome Editions of 
baucer this Work is attributed to Thomas Occleve a 
:cholar of his, and is ſaid to have bore this Title, A 
ſreatiſe of the Converſation of Men and Womea inthe 
tile [land of Albion. But this in all Probability is 
mere Fiction; the Title indeed might be added hy 


Oecleve, 


ac when we are gone. Men were as falſely promi- 
ing, Nomen as unwarily complying three hundred 


barbarous, as in this more refined and polite age. 
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Occleve, but Leland poſitively aſcribes Epiſtolam Cu- 
pidinis to Chaucer, and reckons it among his genuine 
Pieces. What makes this more probable is, that 
Chaucer refers to his Legend of good Women in this 
Poem, and to the Romaunt of the Roſe, which he 
tranſlated from the French of John de Mobun. | 
know the common Story of Occleve's Recantation, 
bur I believe this Authority enough to overbalance 
that; beſide that, Chaucer in his Praiſe of Women has 
much the ſame Thoughts, and goes upon the ſame 
Topicks as in this Letter of Cupid's. 

cannot call this Attempt of Mine an Imitation, 
for though 1 have commonly had the Poets Scheme 
in my Eye, yet I have very often taken the Liberty 
of grafting upon his Stock, where I fancied it would | 
bear it without forcing Nature too much. As to 
the Deſign, No one ought to be offended, ſince the 
Satyr is pretty equally dealt on each Hand; there is 
Severity, but the Severity of a Court- Poet; much 
Wit, and more good Manners. This J ſpeak of the 
Original. In the whole, I think the Ladies ought 
no more to be affronted at what the Poet makes the 
Men lay to their Charge, than they ſhould be at a 
Councel who opens a Caule rudely againſt them, when 
they are ſure of a better Advocate to anſwer the Scandal. 
There muſt be ſome Accuſation, otherwiſe there 
could be no Defence, and I aſſure them for my own 
Part, that I have often added a Word or two to theit 
Brief, in hopes of their Fayour. 
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F Cid, King, whoſe arbitrary Sway 
/ Our Kindred Deities on High obey, 


W hoſe Pow'r invades the deep infernal 
| Coaſts, 

Awes the grim King, and all the bloodleſs Ghoſts, 

Whoſe Shrines the buſie World for ever grace 

With Vorties num'rous, as their Mortal Race, 


Ts 


(124) 


To all who to our Altar duely bend, 
We, chene 5 S. our ſelf commend, 


And to our Subjects ber Greetings bend. 


Be it to al, and every Perſon known, © 
That high Complaints are offer'd to our Throne . 
The Female Sex in gen'ral ſend their Grief, 
Ask our Aſſiſtance, and demand Relief. 


Their ſmooth Petitions in a moving Strain, 


Of Man 8 Ingratitude, and Guilt, complain : : 
In one Part Lyes and Perjaries abound, 


Here Cenſures blacken, and there Satyrs wound. 


Nor is there one of all the ſofter Tribe | 
| Whoſe Hand or Mark does not her Grief ſubſcribe ; 


For at the bottom of the Page I find 


: By Matt n, Spinſter 7 Dutheſs, Cookmaid gan Bi 5 d. 


But 


aN 


6250 


5 5 . 1 86 5 | . of 112 4 9 12 * ö 
But no Complaints fo much af our Reg, 
And with Compallion rouch our Royal Breaſt, 


= 


As thoſe which from a little Wand came 5 
Of our Dominion, Which they BRIT AIN name. 
They BE that there the rank infected Soil | 
Shoots up in Harveſts of ſuceefful Guilez 
That Men ſo perfect play che ſubtle Part - 
And honeſt N ature 'slo olg by Art, 
That their Breaſts rremble with aidenbra Sj Sighs, 
And Tears ſuborn'd ſeem farting from their Eyes. 2 
Thus their feiga·d Woes the kind Believer wound, 


While no true Sorrow at the Heart: i found. 


44 
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There pale and N wan the Lover 8. 1 appear, 
All full of humble Hope, and awful Fear, 
Their Speech with winning Eloquence enſnares, 


Soften'd with Vows, and Sanftify'd with Pray'rs., 


E They 
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(26) 
They cry, their Suff rings are too great to bear, 
And if unheeded by the Cruel Fair, P 


They talk of dying on the Spot they ſtand, 
Of the ſharp Knife, and executing Hand. = 


cc Ah Lady mine, (the rapt'rous Lover cries,) 


Here by thy ſelf I ſwear, by thoſe bright Eyes, ; 


tc That from this Moment to the parting Grave 


« Tam thy humbleſt, thy ſincereſt Slave. 
% Nor think this Slave can ſo ungen rous prove |" 
. to divulge the Secret of thy Love; 1 

& Soaner thy ſelf ſhall tell thy own Diſgrace, 5 


« And ſtrive to blaſt the Beauties of thy Face, 


ce Than my falſe Tongue againſt my Heart rebel, 


&« Or ſeize me Furies! and confound me Hell! I 
= I 
Ful hard it is to ſearch the Tecret Part, A 


And pierce the cover'd Foldings of the Heart. 
| Words 


rds 


8 
Words ſooth our Ear, and Perſons pleaſe our Eye, 
But none the Truth can by Appearance try. 

Thus faithful Woman, innocently free, 

Suſpects no Falſhood, where the none can ſed; | : 1 
Led by fair Shows ſhe haſtens to her Fate, 5 
Too ſoon believes them, and repents too late. 
Theſe ſaid Degrees the Fair Ones often prove, 

They pity firſt, and Pity kindles Love : 

Fearful that Man to fierce Extreams may drive, 

To ſtop his Ruin, they their own contrive, 

To him refign their Love, their Fame, their All, S 


And give the Gift they never can recall. 


But when the Wretch, in trequent Joys careſt, 
Diſcerns his Conqueſt o'er the weaker Breaſt; 
If in the Circle of his Range he ſees 


Another Face that better ſeems to pleaſe; 
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He then no more his paſt Reſolves allows, 
„3 "+ yo bby | # C94 4+ | 


Forſwears his P romiſes, TECANTS h is Vows 5 


To his new Idol with fierce Paſſion cleaves, 


Again is perjur'd, and again deceives, 4 55 
And now, fince None's ſo bad but he may find 
Some Friend or dark Companion of his Kind, 
Soon as the Traiter quits the mournful Dame, 
He boaſts the Triumph of her Murder d Fame, 
Thus uncontented with a private Wrong, 
He ſpreads his Baſeneſs with a buſie Tongue, 
Till. ger the Town che growing Scandal flies, 
The Jeſt of Fools, and Sorrow of the Wile, 


Is this Man's Honour, this his boaſted Pride, 
To publiſh that which Honour bids him hide? 
Thus does he all the Sexes Love repay, 
Seduce them firſt, then, doubly falſe, betray? 


s A | Fool 


% 


„ 
Fool! who reflects not that he ſtains with Shame 
At once his own, and the fair Suff 'rer's Name. 


To Her we juſtly owe 


And yet not her's 
All tender Thoughts that can from Pity flow. 
Soft to Perſuaſion, and to Falſhood blind, 
She only to the cruel Part preferr'd the kind. | 
But he who ſpoke ſo fair, and baſely thought; 
His be the Shame, as it in Reaſon ought. 

Bur ſhe deſerves 5 Gratitude and Praiſe, 

Who in theſe evil, and uncourteous Days, 
Free of her Store, and bounteous in Relief, 


Thro' too much Charity preferr'd a Thief. 


Let more Excuſes for the Sex ſucceed, 
(And who refuſes for the Fair to plead?) 
Since Man is form'd with ſtrong ſuperiour Parts, 

By Nature ſubtle, and improy'd by Arts, 
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(30) 


No wonder if, with all theſe Gifts endu'd, 


Poor, eaſie, harmleſs Woman is ſubdu'd. 


Who has not heard how ancient Troy was won, 


And a whole Empire by a Man undone ? 


In vain beleager'd ten long tedious Years, 


| She fell a Prey to guileful Sinon's Tears. 


All Scenes of Ill in Traitor Man are wrought, 

And States and Nations ruin'd at a Though 2 

The Politician ſpins ſo fine a Thread, 

That Princes think they lead, when they are led; 
Well-pleas'd they ſlumber o'er the fancied is; | 


And wake in Ruin from the Golden Dream. 


What knowing Judgment, or what piercing Eye, 
Can this Myſterious Maze of Falſhood try? 
Intriguing Man, of a ſuſpicious Mind, 

Man only knows.the Cunning of bi Kind, 

With equal Wit can counterwork his Foes, 

And Art with Art, and Fraud with Fraud oppoſe. 
2 : : Then 


(31) 
Then heed, ye Fair, e'er you their Cunning prove, 


And think of Treach'ry, while they talk of Love. 


A thouſand Tricks as yet remain untold, 
Which faithleſs Men as uſeful Maxims hold. 
One Gallant, when the common Methods fail, 
Nor Arguments, nor Vows, nor Oaths prevail, 
Commits his Purpoſe to a truſty Spy, 

To watch her Actions with a carcful Eye, 

To find her Wow, and to trace her Haunts, . 
Then bribe her Appetites, or preſs her Wants. 
Ah! little think the Fair what various Ways 


Perfidious Man their weaker Sex betrays. 


Another Wretch unto his Fellow cries, 
4 Thou fiſheſt fair, and happy is thy Prize; 
&« For She, whoſe Beauty now ſubdues thy Mind, 


Is faithleſs, falſe, inconſtant as the Wind; 
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« A Hackney- Jade, that plies about for Fare, 

&« Her Arms as common 45 4 Barber's Chair 1 

ce Then ſpeed thee faſt, and ride thy Journey on, 

voy Another comes as ſoon as thou art gone; 

« And then a third: for She's fo lib'ral grown, 

« She lends her Carcaſe but to half the Town. 

“ Nor minds She whom, but ſhuns ſuperior Charms, 

& And languiſhes in dirty Porter's Arms; 

ce Forces an Appetite to nauſeous Vice, 

&« And buys Damnation at a donble Price. 

« Nor vainly think that her alone I blame, 

« Believe me, Sir, the Sex are all the ſame. 

« There's hardly Ons of all that curſed Kind, 

« But changes twenty times a Day her Mind: 

& And would her Mun, could She as many find. 
The preaching Fool with Diſappointments vext, | 

Thus rails at large, and riots on the Text. 


6 Malice 


. (33): 


Malice through all his poor Diſguiſe is ſeen, 


Since publick Satyr is but private Spleen. 
For whence proceeds this Bitterneſs of Tongue, 
But from Reſentment of a ſecret Wrong? 4 
When he wi loy'd, deſpairing of 8 50 
Envies the Beauty which he can't poſſeſ; 
With Grief he looks on all his Paſſion coſt, 
On Oaths, and Pray 'm, and Equipages loi 
On Confeſſors ſeduc'd by holy Gain, | 
And Chamber-Maids and Saints addreſs'd in vain. 
Hopeleſs to win, and ſcorning now S court, 
To downright Scandal is his laſt Reſort. 
„Women, he 3 are ſick of 3 
« And the ame Med'cine all the Sex will eaſe: 
« Take but the Time, and ſome Love - Story tell, 
ce Talk to their Vanity, and flatter well, 
“ Repeat the ſame again, and look, and ſigh, 

ky And they'll fay nothing, rather than deny. 
Fo FO. F- c Then 
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(34) 


« Then who would ſuch an eaſie Conqueſt wait, 
ce Or purchaſe Pleaſure at ſo cheap a Rate? 
c Who for the Sex one Moment's Pain endure, 


6 I recommend a Mad-Houſe for their Cure. 


This Scandal ſure but ill becomes their Kind, 
And ſhews a peeviſh Impotence of Mind ; 
Slander in all Degrees is Baſeneſs thought, 


But to a Woman is a double Fault : 


Man ſtands oblig'd to arm in their Defence, 


From Nature, Cuſtom, and the Rules of Senſe; 


Nor holds he Right by any other Claim, 


To gen'rous Breeding, and to Honour's Name. 
Bur Slander will the faireſt Fame diſprace, 
Will cancel Titles, and the Blood debaſe; 

No Vice ſo bad as Levity of Tongue; 


He that talks much is often in the Wrong, 


The 


(35) 


The Tongue of Man no Pow'rs of Art can tye, 


It moves ſo ſwiftly, and it mounts ſo high 3 
And Reaſon follows with ſo flow a Pace, 
She from is loſt and diſtanc'd in the Race. 
From hence is all that V anity of Speech, 


Which Boys are fond of, and which Madmen teach. 


But now ſuppoſe we may one Woman find, 
Loaded with all the Follies of hes Kind; 
Inconſtant, humourſome, affected, nice, 

Strong in her Paſſions, of a Guſt for Vice; 
O'ercharg'd with Malice, Turbulence, and Spleen, 
In Speech provoking, in Reſentments keen, 

Self. will d, imperious, proud, to Vengeance prone, 
Diſſembling all Things, and believing none, 
Laviſh of Faith, and prodigal of Fame, 


Stranger alike to Virtue, and to Shame; 


F 2 | Grant 


(36) 

Grant all theſe Follies in one Woman meet, 
And ſhew the Vices of the Sex oompleat: 
Becauſe one is, muſt ev ry Fair be ſo? 

The Fools ſay, Ves; but wiſer Chaucer, No. 
For "IR one Woman cannot be a Teſt 


To damn the Sex, and feandal all the reſt. 


When the high God his Ranks of Angels fram'd, 
Were all among that Heav'nly Hoſt unblam'd? 
We know that many from their Glory fell, 

By Pride ſent headlong to the Depths of Hell. 
What tho! they fell, ſhall Mortals be allow'd 


From their Offence to ſtyle al Angels proud? 


Yet wave the ſacred Text; We ought to know, 
What we to Woman as our Mother owe 5 
Shall Branches on the Root Reproaches bring, 
Or the deſcending Serum deſpiſe the Spring ? 
6 Could 


(37) 
Could this have flow'd, or that have flouriſh'd green, 
Unleſs the Mother-Fount, and Tree had been? 


An antique Proverb is in Engliſh told, 
(Proverbs are better Ril for being old) 
Ill is the Bird that ſoils his proper Net; 
Avoid a Title to a homely Jeſt. 
, Hold fair thy Mother, and protect her Fame, 


Since thou muſt be a Sharer in her Shame. 


And yet the Ladies long Complaints have made 

On wicked Scholars of the writing Trade, 
Who unprovok'd, in ſenſeleſs Rhymes proclaim 
The Sexes Falſhood, and inſult their Fame. 

„ A Race ef Blockheads who pretend to think, 
And cooly murder with their Pen and Ink. 
Theſe ſorry Books (for ſorry ſure they ave) 30 
Recite unnumber'd Treaſons of the Fair; 
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| 3 poor Woman by Et Cætera's. 


(Vain Bard to write what he could ney 
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(38) 


They tell of David, Sampſon, Solomon, 


And thouſands more by faithleſs Dames undone z 


And when they can no farther ſtretch their Lays, 


Ovid, who wrote the Remedy of Love, 


prove!) 


Reproaches Women in malicious Strains; 


Vet was he but an Aſs for all his Pains : | 


And ſo is every one whoſe Pen upbraids, - 

Or true, or falſe, the Levity of Maids; 

But all the learned Clerks, as Cuſtom goes, 

This Maxim hold in Metre, md. Proſe, 

The Sex againſt their Knowledge to blaſpheme, 


And Lye at large, when Woman is the Theme. 


Theſe wicked Clerks, averſe to honeſt Truth, 


Debauch the tender Principles of Youth ! 
Teach 


Cw}. 


Teach them, by idle Books, and fooliſh Rhymes, 
To ſhun their Charms, and hate the Sex betimes; 
Of guilty Maids, and Lovers loſt, enroll 

A canting, bg lamentable Scroll. 

Thus ev'ry Boy of ſome falſe Nymph can tell, 


And curſes Woman, as he learns to ſpell. 


Yet naught avails it what theſe Scholars feign, 
Their Saws, their Sayings, and their Books are vain. 
For here I ſwear, from this auſpicious Hour, 

What between mine, and Lady N ature's Po vr, 
Long as this worldly Frame, and Men endure, 


2 he Force of Love no Remedy ſhall cure. 


Theſe very Wretches, who my Pow'r diſdain, 
Have felt my Arrows, and have hugg'd my Chain. 
But now unwieldy Age, unfit for Sport, 


Hath cut the Vigour of their Talents ſhort; 
_ 


(49) 
They want the Courage to engage in Fight; 


So laugh at Love, turn ſplenetic, and write. 


Well ſaid wiſe Reynard, when he wanted Pow'r 

To reach the diſtant Vine. Thoſe Grapes are ſow'r, 
= 

But maugre thoſe who cenſure Woman moſt, 

(Such is the fatal Force my Arrows boaſt) | 

One Blow ſhall ſtrike the ſawcy Babblers mute, 

Confound their Satyr, and their Pride refute, 

If ſo I will, for al that they can muſe, | 

Theſe its ſhall ſeek the Refuſe of the Stews, 

Blindly purſue the loweſt, meaneſt Flirt, 

Grow fond, and court Deformity and Dirt; 

Nor lels for her ſhall be the painful Smart, 

Than if f Ducheſs had enflam'd his Heart ! 

So can I ſet the Soul of Man on Fire, 


And Joy, or Sorrow, at my Will inſpire! 


Then 


(4) 
Then woe the Wiretch! who dares condemn the Fairy 
Long ſhall he weep, and ſtruggle i in the Snare; 
Smit by my piercing Dart his Folly moan, 


And all my Godhead in its Terrors own. 


Let Ovid, ſubtle Clerk, a Witneſs ſtand 
To furure Times, of my avenging Hand. 
He ind a thouſand more with Learning fraught; 
Spite of their Leartiing, were by Woman caught 
Well may it ſeem a Myſtery to ſome, | 
That he, the firſt and greateſt Wit of Nome, 
Who tutor'd others in the Lover's School, 


Should prove no better than a Woman's Fool. 


But none ſhould wonder at ſuch Sights as theſe, 
Since Women ſee the Frauds of Men with Eaſe, 
| Their ſoft Seducements and alluring Arts, 
And treach'rous Falſhood lurking at their Hearts. 
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With their own Weapons their invading Foes, 
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(4) 


Thus taught by Men, the Female Sex oppoſe, 


Wiles againſt Wiles are happily employ d, 
As Poyſon by another Poyſon is deſtroy'd. 


Yet heed me well, ye honourable Fair, 


Nor draw Examples from ſo falſe a Snare. 
Bad were the Dames who ancient Clerks betray'd, 
And yet the Clerks in proper Coin were paid 

For if theſe wicked Men who Love pretend, 
Were but fincere, and fearful to offend, 

Woman the true and conſtant Part would play, 


But Man is falſe, and changes every Day; 


His Love is Form, his Principle Deceit : 


Then where's the Baſeneſs to betray a Cheat? 


Another Scandal on the Sex is thrown, 


That they to Lewdneſs are by Nature prone, 
Eaſie 


"I 


4 


(43) 
Eaſie of Faith, and impotent of Mind, 


To the firſt Coxcomb chat they meet inclind. 


If filly Woman is ſubdu d ſo ſoon, 
How idle was the Pen of John de Mohan, 


2 Who in his peerleſs Legend of the Boſe, 


Spins ſuch a Series of unnumber'd Woes, 


Of Wiles, and Stratagems, and Dangers paſt, 


And allto gain a {imple Maid at laſt ? 


The Caſe is plain, where Force and Cunniog pref 
The certain Conſequence muſt be Succeſs: 
Thus in the bloody Field are Battels won, 
Thus Towns are taken, Women thus undone. 
Yet if it asks ſuch Engines, and ſuch Pain, 


The Fortrefs of a Female Heart to gain; 


John de Mohun, 4 French Author, whom Chaucer has 
tranſlated ; the Title of the Book is the *— of the Roſe ; 
the Subject is all Love, 


G& 2 Then 


(44) 
Then are they not that weak and eaſie Tribe, 
Or fo inconſtant, as the Men deſcribe. : 
But are as Women ought; and were deſign'd, 


Friendly of Heart, and pitiful of Mind. 


How kindly good Medea was of old, 


Who taught the Youth to win the Fleecy Gold, 


How falſe to her did perjur'd Jaſon prove, 

Who gave him Victory, and Fame, and Love? 
What Pity Dido to Akeas ſhow'd, 

Receiv'd the ſhipwreck'd Wand'rer as a God, 
Unask'd reliev'd his Wants, heal'd ev'ry Smart, 5 
And gave an Empire dower'd with her Heart ? E 

Yet falſe, ungrateful, and forſworn he flew, 

And her who ſav'd him, by Unkindneſs flew. 

My Legend too of Natures will ſupply 

A thouſand Falſhoods of as black a Dye 


A Piece of Chaucer's in Defence of Women. 


The 


he 


LEY 
The Reader there, (if ſo he lift) may find, 


Nor Vows, nor Oaths can tie the faithleſs Kind; 
That fearleſs Man purſues his wicked Game, 


Nor feels the Conſcience of repenting Shame; 


That their whole Heart is one infected Ground, 


Rank with Deceit, inconſtant, and unſound. 


And yet theſe Legendary Clerks deviſe, 
To blemiſh Woman with repeated Lyes, 
6 Hearken, they cry, ye bold Felonious Brood, 
% Who live by Murder, and grow fat by Blood; 


& Would you ſome new, ſome mighty Crime begin, - 


„ Let Woman be a Sharer in the Sin, 


Po Tears and ſoft Compaſſion plead for Life? 


% Give Her the fatal Sword, or murd'ring Knife: 


To all the gentle Ties of Nature blind, 


“ She'll ſtab — and juſtific her wicked Kind. 


Oh! 


(46) 


Oh! to what height Invention will arrive, 
When Malice ſows the Seed, and bids ir thrive! 
Scandal may fafely under Covert ſhoot, 

But Things improbable themſelves refute. 

For who, alas! can fear a Woman's Heart ? 

At cruel Deeds their ſofter Tempers ſtart. 
Oppreſlion is a Stranger to the Sex, 

They burn no Towns, no harraſs'd Subjects vex; 

No Inſtruments of War, or Fraud employ, 


Betray no Empires, and no Kings deſtroy; 


By them no Heirs are loſt, no Bubbles made, 


The Courtiers, Lawyers, and Phyſicians Trade. 


From Nature, and from Cuſtom, they poſſeſs 
A tender Charity, inclin'd to bleſs; 
Good Will, and fair Belief their Actions crown; 
Some Senſe they have but Love is all their own. 


The 


6 


The Wrath of Man their milder Words controul, 


Diſarm his Rage, and ſoftly ſooth his Soul; 
For Eloquence innate their Language warms, 
And outward Beauty ſpeaks their inward Charms. 
Woman is all the Wonders thai 3 paint, if 
A Guardian Angel, and a Saving Saint, 


Full of Devotion, to Compaſſion prone, 


Humble as Strangers ina Land unknown. 
Their glowing Bluſbes tell their modeſt Thought, 
Zet are they Free, where Freedom 75 no Fault ; 
Awful and ſilent, yet when Reaſon calls, 

In meaſurable Words their Meaning falls. 


But now if Oue among the Female Kind, 
(And One perhaps a curious Eye may find) 
Is not with all theſe. proper Virtues bleſt ; 


Know that, Thet One has Nature's Rules tranſgreſt: 


| And 


* 


(48) 


And let ſome Trav'ler ſay, who long has ſought, 


At laſt he found a Woman with 4 Fault. 


The next and laſt Recourſe of wicked Men, 
Is to wound Woman with the ſacred Pen, 
To curſe poor Eve, and urge the Text that bears 


The ſad Entail To Her and to her Heirs. 


What Time her fatal Hand preſum'd to draw 
The Fruit Forbidden, and to break the Law. 


To Sermon thus as holy Cl urchmen ought, 


Perhaps in us weak Laymen is a Fault ; 
And yet 1 fear not, leaſt the grave Divines 


To Penance damn me for unhallow'd Lines. 


On other Sinners may their Curſes ſhow'r, 


I love the Clerg y for I know their Pow'r. 
If they cannot my ruder Lines approve, 
Let them to Wonen juſtifie my Love. 


6 Know 


N 


Know then; this Deed our Mother ne'cr had done, 
But by the Devil's ſmooth Suggeſtions won, | 
Who well might cheat the wiſeſt Woman's Eyes, 
Bely'd beneath the Serpent's new Diſguiſe. 
Tho- Man was loſt by her too forward Fault, 
The Loſs of Man was never in her Thought. 


| Let any Railer at the Sex that can, 

| Prove her Intention to deceive the Man. 

Deceit ſuppoſes, cer the Deed be wrought, = 
A Will to do it, and a Train of Thought; 
Adapts the Means and Manner to deceive, 

But what nations Tongue ſays this of Eve? 
No Man betrays, but caſts his Purpoſe firſt: 
This Satan did; by him we ſtand accurſt. 

The Fiend's Contrivance gave the fatal Stroke, 
The Woman only her Obedience broke : : 
H Which 


(30) 
Which Law the beſt and wiſeſt of us all 
Daily infringe, yet damn Her for our Fall. 
Vain Partiality! abſurd Abuſe! 


That will not * yet borrows Her Excuſe. 


But Man is ſtedfaſt, in his Purpoſe ſtrong; 
And Woman light, and kb to the Wrong. 
80 Authors ſay, and this we ſtill embrace; 
But who can witneſs this in Adam's Caſe ? 
Their Frailties were alike, both Pardon need, 
Tho' more Excuſes for the Woman plead, 
Since MWillingly the Fiend did her deceive, 
© And ſo did not ſhe Adam, by your Leave. 


Yet happy was this Sin to human Race, 


'The Spring of endleſs Joy, the Source of Grace, 


e This whole Line ſtands as in the Original. 


Himſelf 


elf 


(52) 
Himſelf deceiv'd the great Deceiver found, 
And felt in Man Redeem'd the threaten'd Wound. 


Nor would High God, All-knowing, and All-wiſe, 


Who pierces Nature with unflumb'ring Eyes, 
Had He in Woman ſeen what Men record, 


| Deem'd her a Lodging ſuited to our Lord, 


Or planted in that Sex whence Sin began 


A Second Tree of Life, and rais'd immortal Man, 


d O Lady, full of Excellence, and Grace! 


O dear Renewer of a ruin'd Race 


What Prophet, or what Angel will inſpire 
My glowing Heart, and touch my Lips with Fire? 
No lower Praiſe can with thy Bleſſings vie, 


Nor human Voice attempt a Song ſo high. 


d In this Addreſs to the Virgin Mary the Poet goes much 
farther than I dared to do; he attributes to her the Power of 
forgiving Sins, &c. as the Romiſh Church maintain. 
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Jet Woman, conſtant Woman, never ly'd. 


(in) 


Ve Sons of Men, for Her alone reyere 


The ſacred Sex with Wonder, Love, and Fear. 


=> 


If farther we in Holy Writ proceed, 


More Miracles of Female Truth we read. 


The Son of God, abandon'd, and forlorn, 


Left by his Friends, and to his Foes a Scorn, 


While ſome his Perſon fled, and ſome deny'd, 


J,. 


Then ſacred Faith from ev'ry Boſom flown, 


In Yomanlodg'd — © SHE was ThE CHURCE ALONE. 


She felt his Agonies, his Wounds, his Thirſt, 


Laft left Him dying, met him riſing Firſt. 


O Magdalen O Holy Sainted Maid! 
O Strength Divine in Weakneſs more diſplay'd ! 


e Let the Learned fee whether this Doctrine be true, it 15 cer- 
tainiy very much ro the Honour of the Women, 


Scornful 


FOE — ah | P „ . 5 
„ 

Scornful of Life far thy Celeſtial King, 

O faireſt Jewel in the Martyr's Ring! 


What Hoſt of Converts by thy Faith were led! 
How didſt thou living dye, and triumph dead! 


Vet conſtrue, Sirs, aright what I intend, 
] not the Virgin, but the Saint commend: 4 
Truſt me, it never enter'd once my Head, 
To be the Patron of a . Bed. | jg 
I ever was, and will be ſtill a Foe | | 
To Hearts of Ice, and chilly Breaſts of Snow. 
The Church may praiſe the Virtues of a Nun, 


But I cannot, —— and J am only one. 


Now hold this true, and once in Cupid truſt, 
All J have ſaid of Womankind is juſt. 
No vulgar Incenſe courts their Beauties here, 
The ſervile Sacrifice of Fools that fear ; 


Nor 


(54) 
Nor flatt'ring Song, ambitious to enſnare, 
By pow'rful Nuimbei, the deluded Fair. © | 
Their Features with impartial Hand I ſtrike; 
And draw the picture beautiful, yet like, 
That when the Sex the juſt Reſemblance ſee, 
Of what they are, or what they ought 00 be, 
They may che Tract of Honour ſtill maintain, 
Nor only by their Charms, but Virwe reign. 
'O Virtue, brighteſt Pow'r, O Gueſt Divine * 
When Woman's Boſom is thy ſacred Shrine, 
Pride flies thy Preſence, Pride, that teaches how 
To form the Gate, and falſity the Brow; 
Pride, that allows the Praiſe of Fools to paſs 
With the fond Fair, and proves it by her Glaſs: 
With thee ſweet Gueſt, nor Folly dwells, nor Sin, 


But all is juft without, and pure within, 


Fhus 
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Thus chen we e purpoſe 5 2 our e Sov ein wil, 
(And we have ſworn our T_ to folk f 1 
Let all our Miniſters attend our Nod, Y 
And 7 Ar Sentence of their 98. 
put theſe Falſe Mow, our Rebel Foes, to Flight, 
And baniſh them for ever from our Sight. 

Let them unpity'd and deſpairing rove, 


Nor dare again approach the Court of Love. 


On Pain of our Diſpleaſure, none preſume, 


Or to defer, or mitigate rheir Doom. 

Giv'n at our Court, where, wonderful to cell! 
Millions and Millions of true Loyers dwell. 
See that, at full our Warrant you obey, 


Thus written In the Luſty Month of May. 


PROLOGUE, 


PROLOGUE, 
- -» Spoken by | . 
Mr. RYAN, 


On the firſt time of his playing the 
Part of ORONOOKO. 


5 ZN Oronooko in the Drama ſhines, 
; 2 


whoſe Magic Hand, 


Could raiſe an Eden in a barren Land. 
If his Inoinda's chaſte and beauteous toog 


That Copy, Ladies, he tranſcrib'd from you. 


670 


The Adtor's Pare is laſt, then know the Share 


He claims between the Poet, and the Fair. 


* 


72 * 


If He has ſtrove to pleaſe, your Favours firſt” 


Studious to riſe he ſought a wiſe Exchange, 


For Slaves mult drudge it on 
The Bird confin'd may ſing againſt his Will, 
But the wild Muſick is the ſweeteſt ill. 


O! ler us vary then our Notes with eaſe; | 


And pleaſing, have Ambition more to pleaſe. 


On you, Ye ſhining Fair, our Cauſe depends, 


For Beauties ever to Diſtreſs were Friends. 


Orpheus rais'd Theatres, but greater You, 


Can raiſe the Pets and the Player too. 


Broke through Depreſſion, and his own Diftruſt ; 


the Free will range. 
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Rude in their Praiſe, untunefully ſincere. 
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POEMS and TRANSLATIONS. 


——% the Gifts of all the raptur'd Nixe, 
rn een 
Accept, Great Bard, this Off ring at 


＋ c 5 


m_ thy Shrine . 
And while, 2s to the God of Verſe I pay my Vow, 
Smile on my Zeal, | and move thy laurel d ow. 55 
For as when Tig are crown'd, pe Princes Wait 
The firſt bright Objects in the 3 of State, 

Vet will the Crowd officiouſly appear, 


Preludes and 8 ymbols yet of VireiL's Fame, 


(59) 
So We, who from Wit's Throne at diſtance ſtand, 
(The humble Commons of the Muſes Land 
To our new Monarch raiſe each artleſs Voice, 
And claim a Subjects Priv lege 8 10 rejoice.  * 


Nature but flowly to Perfection climbs, 
And ripens Wonders by a length of Times 
Firſt doubtful Types the gazing World ſurmiſe, 
That by ſucceſſive Steps ſtill higher riſe. 


Thus ENxius rough, and thus Locxzrius came 


Who rais'd from ruin'd Troy the Roux Name. 
So we a Waller, and a Denham knew, 

Then Dryden (ſacred Name) appear'd to view: 
In him, the Bards in Myſteries unskill'd, 
Ptcſum'd the great Deſign of Fate fulfill'd. 


rob ei: 004 a nn 
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Thus Rome miſtook in her firſt Ceſar's Claim, 
But own'd the ſecond in Auguſtus Name. 
Now we the long · expected Promiſe ſec, 
The Britiſh Muſe her Æra draws from Thee. 
We know that partial Spirits will complain, 
But ſo they did in young Octavius Reign. 
Libels like Coronation-Serpents fly, 
Blaze with a ſputCring Fire, then hiſs, and die. 
Then let this Verſe, if you refuſe my Song, 
Ar leaſt congratulate my Mother-Tongue. 


Thy Homer makes it plain, 


I fee it now - 


Our Language bears the boldeſt Grecian ſtrain z 
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When fir d beyond Mortality he flies, eter gl | 
Gueſt of the Gods, and ſits above the Skies. 
I ſee you follow with an equal Wing, | 


I hear on high their own Apollo ſing. 


Tis 


„%% 


' "Tis true, the Greek, a wide and copious Tongue, 
Seems as invented for harmonious Song : 

There words with equal Elegance, and Strength, 
Fall ſhort, or deepen'd to a graceful length: 

There ſtrange varieties of Sound appear, 

To pleaſe the Fancy, and to catch the Ear. 

In rough, rude Verſe, the tumbling Ocean roars, 

The ſhatter'd Waves divide, reſound the Shores; 

. hen Phœbus ſhoots, what various Changes ring, 
How twangs the Bow, how fings the jarring String, 


How the Shaft dances with a feather'd Wing 


And yet thy pow'rſul Numbers equal all, 
That in the compaſs of his Language fall: 
Here bold, and nervous, there more ſmoothly ſlow, 


Now harſh as Froſt now melting as the Snow. 
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Thy Helen and the Grecians are the Same, 


A doubrſul Piece, a guiky, lovely Dame, 
Worthy to ſet another World on Flame. 


; ; 
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2 Proceed, Great Bard, the ſtern Achilles ſhow, + 
To Friendſhip faithful, but to Pity flow 

Paint him from- Soxrow. kindling into Rage, 

See him. with Heroes and with Gods engage: 
Purſue, while o'er the dead-ftrown Field he raves, 
And bail up Aantbus with new flaming Waves. 
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While this We hope from thy immortal Lays, | 
Muſe raiſe four Altars in Apollo's Praiſe: c ES 


k 
| 


Let Greece and England ſhare the ſacred: Prize, 
And two for POPE, and two for HOMER riſe. 


1 0 


Major P A C &. 


Requeſtin g him to write TRAG EDV. 
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== EE how the Muſes waage le, 
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Bards after Bards, like common Morals, 


die! 


The Stage declines — while Shakeſpear's Fire on Flight 


Darts taintly back, and leaves a glimm'ring Light. 


to ſave the Blaze from Death, 


To You it points 


And re-inſpice | it with x uncommon Beach | 
Thus once to chear his 97 deſponding Sire, 
O'er young Aſcanius hung che ſacred Fire. 

| Catch 


Catch the glad Omen —— — flop the Stage „Doom, 
| Andi in Britamia found a ſecond Kine, 


How many ENGLISH Chicts whoſe Na ames ſurvive, 
5 long dull Annals, oak in Verſe to live: 

Their Wounds like Cæſar's in our Shakeſpear's Song, 
Open, and ask the Muſick of thy 8 
What N ymphs by Fate to hapleſs Love deereed, 
Might riſe by Thee, and wiſh again to bleed? 

But if the. Hero leſs deſerve thy Care, 

A Warrior-Poet mould record the Fair. 


"Tis true, the Theatre, like Egypt's Soil, 
With Famine plagu'd, and worn with fruitleſs Toil, 
Wiſely the Product of thin Harveſts fears, 
And lives upon the Crop of former Years. | 
But what is this to Thee, whoſe gen'rous Hand, 


Can pour a Nile upon the barren Land? 


All 


(6) 
All Ruins call for Pity, chicfly thoſe, 
Where Arts have flouriſh'd, and where Learning roſe; 
The fall of dull Beotia we can bear, 1 


But who ſees Athens now without a Tear? 


Be it no Terror to thy daring Muſe, 
That the juſt Town our Impotence accuſe; | 
Thar Poetry is now Mechanic made, 
And Boys bound *Prentice to the Mules Trade; 
Who lur'd by Vanity, or forc'd by Need, i 


Begin to write, as ſoon as they can read. 


The Ancient Mine is yours, thence freely draw, 
While Fancy paints, and Judgment gives the Law, 
Language, and Manners, and the ſtealing Pow'rs, 


That win the Heart, flow from a Soul like yours, 
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If not convinc'd, you baulk the courting mages 
Think 71 the next degener ating Age, 
In what a faded Light thy Scenes they'll 5 


Since we are Mortal all the World . 


Oldfield and Booth —as well as —You or me. 
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Memory of my dear Friend, 


Sir Samuel Garth, M. D. 


HE Praiſc, that in thy Life we dard 


__ 70 pay, | 
| : Is ſafely offer'd to the ſilent Clay: 


Heroes and Poets are of equal Fame, 


And after Death their Shrines, and Incenſe claim. 


O! may the Lays caſt Luſtre o'er thy Urn, 
Like Lamps that in ſepulchral Marbles burn, 
K 2 Which 


(066 
Which waiting on the Minntes of Decay, | 
Warchfully f pious wille themſelyes away. 


Srandal and Envy fly the ſacred Ground, 


Or come with new. felt Awe, and fear to wound: 
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Thus Lions once forgot their wonted Rage, 


When the great Prophet lodg'd within their Cage. 
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Doubtful of Choice, whom firſt ſhall I commend, 


Ty — £75 War 2 7 2 


i 


77 4 
ir 
25 : 


: The Man, the Patriot, Poet, or the Friend? 
In ſingle Characters too rarely met, 
But all in Thee, like Gemms in Circles ſet. 
So common Trees their ſingle Fruits produce, 


But the rich Vine in Cluſters lends its Juice. 


W hile other lumpiſn Wits have labour ·d long, 
Art a dull Satyr, or a nothing Sog; 
Thy quicker Genius with a happy Flight, 
Shot to the deſtin'd Mark, and hit the White 'S. 
„ 8 
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Thus heavy Foul, ſcarce flutter by our Eyes, 


The Larkin Minutes mounts from Earth to Skies, 


Whatever Virtues of the ſocial kind, 


Old Sages taught, or Modern Wir refin'd 5 


Grew from thy Nature as its proper Root, 

Art gave them Flow'rs, and Learning ſolid Fruit. 
Well diſt thou chuſe a Science from the reſt, | 
Where thy Humanity might ſhine confeſt, - 
To ſhew Heav'ns Bleſſings not beſtow'd in vain, 
Smooth the ſick Couch, and calm the Midnight Pain. 
To make the World unmock'd by happy Skies, 


And bid the Sun with chearful Luſtre riſe. 


Thrice happy Skill! when thy Profeſſors know 
The ſecret Joy of mitigating Woe 
Studious of Health, unmindful of the Gain, | 
While they give Aid, they ſhare the Suff*rer's Pain. 
| | O'cr 
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989. 
O'er the pale Virgin's fading Roſes mourn, 
And ſigh till fickning Chiefs for Conqueſt burn. 
Such, Garth, were Marks of thy excelling Art, 
Theſe built a'Collegy id esch gamefül Kent. 
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O!] may che pious Vouth to Thee return, 
The Grief once deſtin'd to. his Parent's: Urn Y 
The Tears thy Pow'r from Nations us'd.to fave, ' 
For dying Patriots flow upon thy Grave! 
Bur moſt the Muſe with tuneful Sorrow firive 

To deck thy Tomb, and keep thy Fame alive. 
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Vain Hopes in them For as when Kings are ſlain, | 


The Palaces they rais'd their Pride maintain, 
So to late Times thy poliſh'd Works ſhall ſtand, | 
Spreading the Glory of the Builder's Hand. 
With.thy own Naſſau, and thy Malbro live, 
And equal Fame receive, and equal give. { 


(N 


The following is ouly a ſhort part of a long Poem, where+ 


in the Author endeavour'd faintly to copy the Imagery 
of our excellent Spenſer. It was written many Years 
ago, rather as a Tryal of his Strength in that way, 
thun the leaſt Hopes of Approbation. Upon a Review, 
it happen'd to pleaſe ſome who are accounted the beſt 


Judges; which. is a better Reaſou thai People gene- 


rally give for troubling the World with their own A. 
muſements. He owns, that the Pictureſque manner 
is extremely delightful to him, but they who never 
read Homer, Virgil, Taſſo, Milton, and above all, 
Spenſer, will never taſte Beauties, or find Imperfec- 
tions in this kind of Poetry. He might have mention- 


ed Shakeſpear 20, if it were only to ſhew that Poet's 


Judgment, who uſes them frequently, but ſeldom 
of any length, as more improper for the Drama, 


where the Aftion maſt flop for the ſake of the Deſtrip- 


tion. This Eſſay, however accepted, he confeſſes he 
writ with Pleaſure enough to make amends for every 
oppoſing Cavil, or Cenſure. > 
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Ie FORCE of MUSICK, 8 Fragment 


after the Manner of SPENSER. 
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There ſtory'd on the Walls were to behold, 


The Miracles by Muſick done of old. 
| The 


029 


The n ro of ev'ry Af "rent Part, 

That gives: Perſeftion to the facred Art: 

| Who ſhap'd the bending Bow, or ftretch'd the Swing 
: or raught in N otes the Concave Wood to ring, 
Who form'd the Pipe direct, or try d to turn 

The Spiral Trumpet, or the Snake-like Horn. 


There ſtood that * Engine fam'd in ancient En, 
On which, as the judicious Artift plays, 
| The bubbling Waters in melodious Chime, 
Run juſt Diviſions through the Scale of Time. 
The tuneful Element in Meaſure floats, 


And falls, and riſes in harmonious Notes. 


Nor wanted there the Firſt, whoſe Skill renown'd, 


To high, and low, and mean, diſtinguiſh'd Sound, 


The Water-Organ, 


15 | 8 | PL With 
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With half-clos'd Eyes, and N eckereclin' he Rood, 
As liſt ning to himſelf in muſeful Mood 5 | 
Before lay Rolls with Notes unfiniſh'd wrote, 
Ripe for the Hand to catch the rifing Thought, | 


A Ss of the Fabric held, 
Old e's Artiſts that in Song excell'd. 
There on cold A Top young Orpheus todd, 
And from the Mountain call'd the licning Wood; ; 
The barren Heath with ſudden Groves array'd, 
Smiles beautiful, and 3 at its Shade. 
Again che Lyre his flying Fingers (weep, 
And curling Winds upon the Ocean ſleep, | 
O'er 4 rough Stream he caſts a pleaſing Look, 
And holds in ſweet Suſpence the huddling Brook. 


But different Scenes his gloomy Journey ſhow 
To the deep Regions of infernal ä 
= TH The 


(74) 
The chorded Inflrument he wakes, and fings 
With Voice divine, * to the Scriogs. 


Then heart · ick Aeon uprear'd her Head, = © 
And Care fat ſmiling on his Iron Bed; 8 : 
Convulſive Pain, that wont with reſtleſ Woe, : 


To writh her tortur'd Body to and fro, 
The Smart remitted which ſhe felt before, 
Lean'd on her Hand, and liſten'd to his Lore. 


As ſharp Revenge his Iron Weapon ſwung, 
He heard ; the Blow in Air ſuſpended hung. 
Pale Fear, that ever doubrful of Surprize, 
Unweary'd roll'd the Quickneſs of eos, 


Shudd'ring, and ſtarting oft from Place to Place, 


Stood fill, and fix d her fight on Orphens' Face. 
| Deſpairing Foe, for Love this World invades) : 
Self gain, the ſaddeſt Object of the Shade, 

Was figur-d Qtraying on a lonely Plain, = 


_ bending ſcem to meet the waſted Strain, : 


a+. 


He 


(75) | 
He boE d, us waking from bewilder'd Thought, 
And in his Arms the flecting iger caught. 
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In Obitum Sereniſſimi Viri 

GREORGII Daniæ Principis 
Carmen. 

Script. Aun. 1708. 

Ir Te, qui Natas poſt tot Natoſqʒ peremtos 


Enter refighuus miſeræ ſolatia Matri, 

| Sofpite quo fuerat levior vel caſus lou, 
TE quoque Fata trahunt? & multo Germine rapto 
Triſtis adhuc cœlo Tempeſtas ſævit, & Arbor 


Dirupto lateri Fulcro timet Ipſa Ruinam? 


: Quid vero, Superi, meruit Cariſſimus Ille? 
Quid Regina tori conſors? Nihil Ipſa, nec Ille: 


Hlanc Nobis infenſa requirunt Numina pœnam; 


Aa 


Pro 


14 =! 


) 5 
Pro noſtro patimur ſcelere hoc: Sic Victima quondam ; 
Mortali innocuam fudit pro Crimine Vitam. 


- 
* 


Quippe Illum mediis degentem amplexibus Aulz - 


; Illecebræ nullæ, nulli flexere Timores. . | 
baus erat, quem non nerſum Civilibus Undis 
Fattig corripuit, ſtudioque favoris iniquo ed re ; 
bs In Partes traxit; non Illum Livor ocellis 
5 Obliquis limans, obliquis læſit ocellis. | ft 
Curia ſpontè Viro plaudebar, ſponte Senatus, 
, BH Tt Populi tenuit, quem non ambivit, Amorem. 
Ille faces alias, vanique Cupidinis ignes 
Juſſit abire procul, Solique Beatus in ANNA: 
Illa Virum patriis quæ Forma potenter ab oris | 
Traxit, & auratà devinxit Prima catena, 


Diſtinuit patriis Forma Illa potenter ab oris, _ 


Auratàque Virum vinxit Poſtrema cateni. 
Quis tam Sanctus Zymen ? Qui Tædæ purior Ignis? 
© Quem 
— 


( 78) a 


Quem Genialis Amor majori robore Nodum 


Strinxit? ut immenſos vellet durare per annos, 


Et ſeros rupto nexu terrere Nepotes. 


Irrita Spes En ͤ8nos Viduatam cogimur ANNA M 4 
Cernere, & infando vix ah! ſupereſſe dolori. 


Non centum ducti terraque marique Triumphi, 
Non Gentes Domitæ, nec captas Flandria portas 
Oſtentans aliqua tangunt dulcedine mentem. ; 


Quin Tu Fida Comes Dominæ, qua Conjuge Felix 


 Malburio (ongümque precor fis Conjuge Felix)! 
Tu properes mœſtæ Regina demere Curas, 2 
Et dulci alloquio paulatim falle dolorem. 
Ne tamen ah menti Dilecta recurrat Imago 
Blandford!, comitem ſecum trahit Ille GLoyezxun; 
Inde novæ Lacrymæ, Gemituſque frequentior ibit, 
Illa tuis Curis, Tu Curis Illius addes. 
Non eft, ut Matris renovet nunc ANNA Querelas, 
Plus ſatis Uxor haber, ſatis eſt caruiſſe G on. 
3 


(29) 


At Tu, quæ ſurgis vel nubibus æmula Moles 


Vindeſora Domus, fedes dilecta GEORG 
Squallida 5 luctu ccelo demitte cacumen, 
Malburius licet Ipſe tuo ſub forgice Ductor 
Robuſto aptarit gemmata monilia Cruri, 


Victoremque tui teſtudine fixerit Enſem. 


Heu! nunc Heroum quam marcida Gloria pendet! 


Ut ſummis ſuſpenſa tholis Inſignia nutant 


Quid Tibi jam Pario proſunt in marmore vultus, 


Spiranteſque Duces, & Saxa calentia Vita? 


Cùm jaceat Princeps tantum reddendus inani 


Pictura, tibi quam mox Alter Yerrio fingat, 


Atque tuos paſcat nimiùm ſpectando dolores. 


Quidve Tibi celſi montes, & amœna vireta? 


Quz Juno (chalamis heu! Diva malignior An xe) 


Veſtivit lætis auris, neque æthere puro; 


5 
pellitur aut lætis auris, aut æthere puro. 


Ah frultri! neque e enim duri vis improba Fati 
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Ecce ! Infeſta Lues toties depulſa recurrit A 


Acrior, & diros agitans ſub corde tremores, HB 


| Vitaleſque vias; & reſpiramina claudit. * 


Nil valuere Artes; Tua nil jam, plurima Virtus 
Garth/, quam Phebus natis ma omnibus Unum | 
Dilexit, Grpliese s 8d. reddidit Arte. | 
Illa potens Anim fugientem ſiſtere Dextra, 


Illa potens volucris Fati ſuccidere pennas 


Deficit, & centum fert infeliciter Herbas. 


Same Lyram; z nam fi miteſcat Ferreus Ille, 
Ferreus Ille tuo miteſcet Carmine Pluto, 
Alteriuſque (cient Orphet wicreſcere Manes. 
Sin ea Fata negent : falrem: tua Muſa (redibit, 
Per quam defunctis Heroum Spiritus umbris) | 
Qust vitie Juvenis terras, quæ Prælia geſit, 
Et Landeſcrovie cantet diſcrimina Pugne, 
Servatum Fratrem, ſervato reddita Sceprra 


Ec fixum Dano tives. pulſumque d — : 
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Quai 5 FOR 


Peſtis agit miſerum, creberque reciprocat ore 


Spiritus, & longis ſingultibus ilia-pulfar ret. 


Irrequieta, tuam ſuper Urnam, Maxime TO 


Hos geritus ah! vix, vix Hæc Suſpitia duc. wh. 
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* 
* 


—. * 


SN 


1 — —U— 
as a — — —U—ü—ñä—6 
— — — 


— — — 


—B . EE een eo To 


— - 

Rs BI ET ne 3 ST 

5 : at . — - 

, 2 - . 55 . Sen . 
— wy 1 8 . r r 
5 d os 25 et: 99S a 
\ © EL SR OP 1 * W 
recs. * 2 « 
= - — 2 


N 0 
——— — 3 
2 — Hp Pp 


3 . 
— —— * 


2 


p A * — < = 
„ „ n Y 4 = 5 2. 2 ==JHP n 
( 17 7 = Wy - 8 , - 2 EY +; * Q U * SI [ 
8 rr, U SEEDS WHO 
_ 7 8 N 8 4 my 
_ » — id 
> a 2 — — 
4 FN \ V — = — TY \ 
- — 1 3 / 8 — \ % 
l 4 1570 N \ yy N 
— » * 0 4 i «Ft ' 
= 2 N yu N 4 N f if — 
* WW | / 2 74 ) / 
7 2 = \ - 
\ 1! ==: N — d 
1 „5 | 
Fd - 
— 


5 
if 
4 


Have often wonder'd that Chanrer, the 
Father of our Engliſo Poetry, generally 
acknowledged as ſuch, and frequently 
applauded for his Excellence, ſhould be 
ſo little read, as appears from moſt of 
our Modern Compoſitions. His Fame is taken upon 
Credit, from the Recommendations of others; and 


they who ſpeak of him, rather pay a blind, Venera- 
tion to his Antiquity than his intrinſic Worth, which 


perhaps may bear a Competition with the Refiners 
of Poetry in any other Language. They who ſeem 


moſt to have ſtudied him, are our incomparable Spenſer, 


Milton; and Dryden; others have but mimick'd his 
Garb, without hitting his Air and Mjen. An o1d 
Word, or Phraſe or two, accidentally thrown among 
twenty modern and faſhionable ones, have given an 
unjuſt Repute to ſome Imitations of Chaucer. In the 
mean time, the Boldneſs of his Imagery, the natural 
Beauty of his Similitudes, and the Delicacy of his 
Thoughts, are generally neglected, though his beſt 


Ornaments: They have rubb'd of his Ruſt for their 


own Ule, and left the Steel in the Poſſeſſion of the 
right Owner, Mr. Dryden indeed ſtands an Excep- 
tion to this Accuſation, he neyer miſſing, but impro- 

447 ving 


* ; 


(83) 


ving every noble Hint of this Author; regardleſs of 
the Expreſſion, his view is at the Senſe, the Spirit, 
the Figures of his Predeceſſor. Before ever he un- 
dertook to drefs him in Modern Engliſh, it is plain 
to me, that he was an carly Admirer of him, and 
transferr'd many of his Beauties into his own Poems 
as commendable a Deſign, as Virgil's in borrowing 
from Ennius, and Lucretius. I could give many In- 
ſtances of this; bur Jer one general, and one parti- 
cular be ſufficient. The manner of reaſoning in 
Verſe, which Mr. Dryden ſo artfully introduced into 
his Heroic Plays, is entirely Chaucer's, as may be ſeen 
_ even by this little Piece following. That he uſed 
his Images and Thoughts, be this a Teſtimony, In 
the Deſcription of Ab/alom's Beauty, he ſumms up 


all with this Line; 

5 And Paradiſe Ps open'd in bis Face. 
- Chauter in his of Creſeide, ſays, . 

7 hat Paradis ſtood formed in her Eyen. 


The Thought in this Song has been uſed, and : 


verſified a hundred times fince Chaucer's Days 
and yet he ſeems. to have ſaid more, and that more 
pathetically than any of his Imitators. It is taken 
from the Firſt Book of Tyoilus and Creſſeide; and the 
Reader by a Compariſon may ſee how little Variation 


there is from the Original, and give his Judgment at 


Pleaſure. I only wiſh that ſo excellent a Poct as 
Chaucer may be no longer admir'd at a Diſtance, but 


brought into the Acquaintance of the Polite World; 


and it is to be hoped the New Edition of his Works 
will compleat that Wiſh. 
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THE 


SONG of TROILUS 


F 10 Love i5——O God what feel I ſo? 


* A 


EN | | . | . 5 . | He * 
: © And, if Love is — what Thing, and which 
is He? 


If Love be good, from whence proceeds my Woe? 


Il it be 17? How can that 7] agree? 


His bitter Potions I the ſweeteſt think, 


And ever thirſt zhe more, the more I drink. 
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If 


w f 


1 | Whence are cy Wailing and my derp Comghin? 
1 ai why dol grieve the Harm? 
the Load unwearied, am 1 eint? 


1 n tt 


Sweet Harm, how holds my Heart of thee ſo much, 


But that my Heart conſents it ſhould be ſuch? 


And if my Heart conſent and I agree ? 

The Folly of Complaint fair Wiſdom binds 
Thus like a Boat all ſtcerleſs 1 in the Sea, 

My Hearr is roſs'd beret two jarring Winds. 
Alas! what wondrous Woe poor Lovers try? | 


For Heat of Cold, for Cold of Heat I dye. 
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LADY on the Firſt of MAT 


With the Firſt-Fruits of Infant May. 
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pPreſents thee on this happy Day, 


HE faireſt Month of the fair Year, 
Like thy own Beauty freſh and clear, 


For here ſhould Flora ſpread her Sweets, 5 


But where the equal Fr agrance meets? 


To thee their Breath the Zephyrs bring, | 


And rob again to make the Spring. 
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How happy is the Vouth that fips 


\ The taſteful Nectar of thy Lips? 
IHblæan Store! Partition ſweet ! 


See now the Siſter-Corals meet ! 


then kiſs, 


Now they divide again 
Each ſenſeleſs of the other's bliſs. 
O! whata glorious Theft it were, 
To ſteal the Balm that lodges there. 
Flora, it more than May would colt, 


But to repair what One Kits loft. 
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